the Germans with the memory of a country without resilience,
without ^dignity, without hatred. I felt that an enemy killed by
us who have neither uniforms nor flag nor territory, I felt that
the corpse of that enemy weighed more heavily and more effectively
in the scales which hold the destiny of nations than a whole holo-
caust on a field of battle. I realised that we were waging the most
glorious war of the French people. A war of little material use
since victory is assured us even without our help. A war to which
no one compels us. A war without glory. A war of executions and
assassinations. In other words, a gratuitous war. But this war is
an act of hatred and an act of love. An act of life.

"For a people to be so generous with its blood,'9 said the chief
one day with his voiceless laugh, "proves at least that its cor-
puscles are red."

A communist girl said to me,

"My comrade, an insignificant bit of a woman, was so tortured
at the Sante that since she escaped she always carries poison. You
understand, she couldn't go through that again. She would rather
die. So she asked the party for poison in case she should be caught
again. Because, you see, giving up working against the Boches is
out of the question. One might as well die right away."

Spent the day in the country with the owner of a large vineyard.

He said to me among other things,

"Whenever you need a tank, let me know."

I learned that during the retreat of our armies he had picked
up an old Renault tank. He had driven it into one of his garages
and had walled it in. I didn't have the courage to tell him that his
old scrap-heap was worthless. He was so proud of it. And besides,
for this tank he had risked his life, a life of pleasure and ease.

Mathilde and the Bison have left to organise the escape of the
three prisoners with which Louis H. entrusted us.
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